The contention of the two famous Houfes s 
Hum. My ftaffe, I noble H enry, ray life and all. 

My ftaffe, I yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete I leauc it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiue it, 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, {land vp and go in peace. 

No lcft'e belou’d of vs, then when 

Thou wert Prote&or ouer this my land. Exit Gloiltr, 

Queene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to (land, 
Where fhould it be, but in King Henries handf 
Torke. Pleafe it your Maicftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweenc the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleafe. 

King, Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

Enter at one doore the Armourer and hit neighbours , ! dr inking to him 
fo much that he is drunken , and he enters with a drum before him, 
and his ftaffe with a fandbag faflened to it, and at the other doore 
his man with a drum and fandbag , and Vrentifes drinking to bim, 

l> Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to you in a cup 
of Sacke ; and feare not neighbor, you (hall do well enough, 
a Neigh. And here neighbor,hcre’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double becre.neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaitlv lie pledge you all, 

And a figge for Peter. 

i Pren. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and benot affraid.? 
a Tren. HerePcter,here’s a pinte ofClaret wine forthee. 

3 Pren. And here’s a quartfor me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy mafter,fight for credit of thePrentifes. 

Peter. I thanke you all, but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin,and if I dye,heere I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou (halt haue my ap erne rand heere Tom, 


Torke and Lancaster, 

Take all the money that I haue. , , .. 

A T ord bleffe me I pray God, for I am ncucr able to acale With 
mv matter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

y Satis. Come leaiie your drinking, and fall to blowes. 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth, 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

J^Thumpc, then fee that thou thumpc thy maifter. 
drm. Here’s to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my mindc ; for I am 
come hither as it were of my mans inftigation,to proue my felfe 
an honeft man, and Peter a knaue : and (o haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, as Beuisof South-hamptoa fell vppon Af- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hee’s in his fence already. 

Alarmes, Peter hits him on the head andfels him * 
tArm. Hold Peter, I confefle, T reafon,treafon. He dies. 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels dome 

Pren. Ho well dqnePecer. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that T raitor from our fight. 

For by his death we do percetuc his guilt. 

And God in iufticc hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omneSa 

Enter Duke Humfrej and his men y in mour - 
ningcloakes. 

Bum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum . Then is that wofullhoure hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way. 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble rninde abrookc 
The ab e<ft people gazing on thy face. 

With cnuicus lookes laughing at thy fhame, 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot whceles, 

D » When 


